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SONNETS AND OTHER POEMS

Sonnets to Philomel
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OFT did I heat our eyes the passage were
By which Love entered to assail our hearts
Therefore I guarded them, and, void of fear*
Neglected the defence of other parts.
Love, knowing this, the usual way forsook,
And seeking found a byway by mine ear,
At which he, entering, my heart prisoner took
And unto thee, sweet Philomel, did bear.
Yet let my heart thy heart to pity move,
Whose pain is great, although small fault appear.
First it lies bound in fettering chains of love,
Then each day it is rackt with hope and fear,
And with love's flames 'tis evermore consumed,
Only because to live thee it presumed.

SICKNESS, intending my love to betray

Before I should sight of my Dear obtain,

Did his pale colours in my face display,

Lest that my favour might her favours gain.

Yet, not content herewith, like means it wrought

My Philomel's bright beauty to deface:

And nature's glory to disgrace it sought,

That my conceived love it might displace.

But my firm love could this assault well bear,

Which virtue had, not beauty, for his ground.

And yet bright beams of beauty did appear,

Through sickness* veil, which made my love abound.

If sick (thought I) her beauty so excel,

How matchless would it be if she were well I
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ONCE did my Philomel reflect on me
Her crystal pointed eyes as I pass'd by;
Thinking not to be seen, yet would me see;
But soon my hungry eyes their food did spy.